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GUTEN TAG...Comrades...Believers! 


In late Middle Ages, war had a true sense of 
glamour to it; it was truly a noble professional 
toiled by and reserved for only the rich and most 
powerful...fates of a nation hung in the balance of 
mano-o-mano combat by trusted knights of that 
age, the writing of history bore on the shoulders 
of a few brave men...a time of legend and of 
joyous drinking songs passed down through the 
ages to us yet today... 

Even though we elect to believe this and other 
Tales of Fairies...of round tables, noble knights 
and the fairest of the most beautiful maidens; the 
truth is that war was always messy, heartbreaking 
and full of deaths of the guiltless masses. 

1945 was no different but, it was a thousand times 
worse as than even our first industrial slaughter 
(the Great War) due to further advent of modern 
technology. 


Seine 
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Rod Steward wrote than almost 50 years ago 
and that was but a mere 25 years after the 
second Great War and even though he made 
no connection...it still rings true to the sad 
fact that, the only thing that we truly learned 
in between the Great Killing Fields of the 
Northern Trenches (1914-18) and the Second 
Industrial Slaughter was in our ability to fine 
tune the mechanics of war from our ability to 
kill thousands in a single day to our much 
improved ability to kill literally millions. 
1945 was a tipping point where all of 
humanity seemed to stand out upon the 
ledge of our broken sanity and as we looked 
down into the fiery pit of our own lust for raw, 
bloody vengeance masquerading as our call 
for justice, our rationalization(s) of how God 
expected this of us as some form of blood 
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sacrifice while we (universally) failed to 
grasp the simple fact that we had grown 
rather fond of slaughter (but...only if we were 
on the side not being slaughtered). 

Such heavy and hard to follow thoughts that 
are rattling inside my plague soaked brain in 
the quite hours before the trans-gender 
chickens of Penang put on the rooster pants 
and start announcing the impending arrival 
of the coming dawn. 

The greatest evil of this virus plague that our 
dear friends of the CCP wrought upon on 
unexpecting world...the greatest curse that it 
brought...was time. 

Time or more correctly, the amount of time 
that we each have on our hands to lay-a-bout 
and think, ponder such thought as my intro to 
this issue. 

If we still lived in more normal times, I would 
have never had the time to chase... 
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this argument down into it’s endless 

maze of rabbit holes needed to come to 
Seine’s and mine main points about war... 
Having played a staring role in the First 
Great Slaughter in those Northern Killing 
Fields and then, as a mere by-standers in the 
second; Siene, our whole crew (Claudie and 
even Kurt) and more importantly me... 

We speak in terms of our agreement that 
1945 was some kind of tipping point. 
Having departed with most our dear French 
Colonial Friends on what turned out to be 
one of the last refugee ships (actually Seine 
was connected and it was on a German U- 
Boat with several high ranking Vichy 
Administrators who had very loyally served 
our Japanese Masters) sailing from the port 
of Danang (in French Indo-China) in the last 
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waning moments of 1944 and finally made 
our way to the still great city of Berlin in the 
middle of January of 1945. 

Heavens NO! 

We didn’t come to fight! 

As rather business savvy young men, you 
could smell and literally taste all of the 
numerous possibilities for large volume real 
estate speculation and other cash generating 
ventures that hinged upon the flames and 
utter destruction of one of the world’s 
greatest cities. 

I wrote a lot about this in a previous book, 
“Berlin Cafe.” 

I promised Seine and his most foul, money 
hungry communist cadre clan of accountants 
(most... believed had been fired CCP Bag 
Men in Hong Kong before they got shacked 
and fled to Singapore with enough acquired 
funds to help 
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funds to help upstart WWWG with Seine and 
me.) that I would make notice that is still in 
print but, I refused to put an actual link in the 
story as not to compromise my standing as a 
starving artist nor to be drawn into the 
equally evil, the black arts of advertising and 
marketing. 

As I said, we had collectively and 
individually had learned our fill way back in 
1917 and in this new conflict, early on...we 
had made a most consensus effort to not get 
involved nor take sides as on some levels 
they were all right and on most each side or 
multiple factions were so totally wrong with 
people on each side needed to be put up 
against a wall and shot — I will not mention 
names here but, you know who you are (not 
that it would matter as most of them are long 
dead anyway). 
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We were neither villains nor were we 
saints...we were but mere business men...we 
were only here to make a buck (hopefully, a 
lot more than that). 

Even though the war was a pain in how we 
had to work around the round-the-clock 
bombings, the flood of millions of refugees 
fleeing from the east, the growing sense of 
doom that hung over the city and mostly; 
them damn gangster Nazi Administrative 
types who even in utter defeat, still thought 
that they rules the world and didn’t 
understand the basic concept of “Take the 
money and run...” 

Looking back, it is comical in how the amount 
of paperwork, rules and regulations seemed 
to increase with every defeat in the east 
instead of being a free-wheeling, wild-west, 
open town left for the pickings. 
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This volume came about mostly out of the 
demon of empty time and a serious need to 
full that vacuum with something meaningful 
in order to prevent the need to sit-a-bout and 
think; this is when I discovered this catch of 
fotos in the modern day equivalent of the 
ragged old shoe box deeply buried away in 
your mother’s old, musty corner closet in the 
form of a portable, musty old hard drive. 

This in turn became tricky as I have done two 
other books about Berlin and you have even 
advised me that we have covered and have 
said most of all that needed to be said; so, 
campers... 


Not much but, these fotos are different and 
do reflect on what we saw as we went about 
our daily business in our efforts to create our 
real estate empire in the greater Berlin Area. 
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Hanz had served bravely in the 
city's reserve unit (the one 
assigned as mostly air raid 
block troops) as his mom's uncle 
(who was rather high up in the 
city's management) made sure 
that his nephew would be able 
to take care of his mother after 
his dad a been lost near the 
Battle of Kiev...his mom begged 
her uncle that she should not 
care to live on if she was to lose 
both of her men to that "evil war 
in the east.." 

I asked a neighbor as I had grown use to Hanz's 
cheerful smile and how he always made a game of 
getting the small children into the safety of the 
shelters and I had not seen him around for several 
days... 

In a tearful explanation, Miss Randall said that he 
had gone into the Muller House after a missing 
child just as yet another bomb demolished and 
collapsed the entire building down upon poor 
"little" Hanz... 

"Nice kid" was all that I could bring myself to reply. 
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The sheer volume of refugees fleeing not out 
of but into the city of Berlin is far-and-away 
beyond my pale of my simple ability to really 
understand as the city looks to be on the 
verge of being surrounded and being aware 
of all the very public announcement from the 
approaching Soviet Military Commanders 
and their vast cadre of dedicated urban 
planners who make no effort to hide their 
stated plans to level the entire, greater 
metropolitan area - in what may be 
remembered (by history) as the greatest 
urban renewal project since Nero burnt 
Center Roma down (not to mention rumours 
from the South about how the British and 
American Air Fleets have wiped the ancient 
city of Dresden off the face of the map...these 
are, as I know, are still but rumours which I 
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hope are not true as Dresden is a very large 
city of what must be...with all the sea 
refugees who flowed in to from the east and 
away from the ever advance of the massive 
soviet Armies sweeping in, riding in upon 
the cold winter winds from the bitter winter 
from deep in the east; there must be millions 
now settled there...) 

We are here too (sorry but truthfully to 
say)...we are strictly here to take finance 
advantage of the current situation while 
doing more than a little real estate 
speculation and setting ourselves up to take 
advantage the coming opportunities at the 
start of the rebuilding after all of the chaos 
ends. 

While are people still here? 

It must be like it was in ancient times, when 
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all of the peasants fled into the castle upon 
the approach of an advancing disaster or 
plague; maybe, this is the same human urge 
that is wired into our genetic code? 
Maybe...just...maybe, it is based upon the 
belief that somewhere buried in Dr. 
Goebbels’ years of what he privately stated 
and bragged of as... “the big lies” there must 
be a kernel of truth about those secret 
‘“Wunderwaffe” that their great leaders will 
use at the very last moment to pull offa 
stunning victory worthy of a Wagner Opera? 
The smart money left months ago, they 
packed up their acquired fortunes and 
bought one-way tickets out this coming day 
of judgement. 

The smart and sharp minds (some of the 
brightest minds and industrialists) that 
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oversaw the party and who commanded the 
minions of not so bright civil or party 
administrators have all gone missing, been 
seen faking deaths, forging travel documents 
and many seem to have taken a sudden fancy 
to learning Spanish... 

This gone missing cadre understand that 
their actions were many times crimes and 
that with the approaching of a very pissed off 
soviet Armies dead set on seeing through on 
their universally agreed upon, the very much 
sanctioned and approved script that “the 
ONLY Good German was a Dead German...” 
They understood that even a proper network 
of connections offered no level of even 
rudimenty protection to the zeal of the 
approaching “Day of Judgement.” 

The answer to all those with even somewhat 
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of a functional mind; the answer(s) were 
simple and that was what they were 
doing...they were “getting out of Dodge...’ 
They were still small in numbers paled 
compared to the millions of the army of 
true believers who flocked to what is being 
marketed and actively promoted as “Hitler’s 
Last Stand.” 

As an American by birth, another “Last 
Stand” flashes into my thoughts and readily 
comes to mind as I remember from my 
public school education...that didn’t go so 
well for General Custer, did it? 

If I wasn’t such a dedicated young, dedicated 
business entrepreneur and if 

I didn’t share Seine and Claudie’s vision; I 
might be tempted to go up to any or all of 
those thousands of mothers with their 
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numerous children in tow and shake them 
into the reality of what coming to Berlin 
meant to them and their children. 

If I was a more descent human being, 

I might well organize a caravan to flee the 
coming death of this great city and shepherd 
them into the protection arms of the ever 
advancing Western Armies... 

But in the end...I guess that I was not that 
saintly or maybe, I was just too self-focused 
upon my own safety and (more importantly) 
my opportunities for economic 
advancement. 

The bottom line was that we were far too 
busy with all the tasks that lied ahead in our 
effort(s) to realize the extreme potential of 
wealth that we were chasing...again, it was 
far too critical to get more involved in local 
matters... 
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In the end...We weren’t/are NOT saints...far 
from any definition of that very notion but 
then, we were not villains (neither) fleeing a 
coming plague; we were merely a small 
group of disengaged business men with 
enough business sense to remain 
indifferent... 


IT WASN’T OUR FIGHT! 
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THE BOARDMISTER CHILIDREN 
Rather nasty children...so full of 
their elitist upbringing as one 
has come to expect from being 
brought up in the home of a most 
"true believer" SS Family... 

These nasty children would have 
ye been the start or the punchline of 
yy \AfBY Emil some rather poorly constructed 
~ «joke regarding the upper classes 
had it not been that they had taken it upon 
themselves to be the block's junior Gestapo and 
delighted in denouncing any neighbor who spoke 
out in honestly...against the war effort. 

True bullies and most of the remaining neighbor’s 
(this is actually true) prayed in private that the 
bombers would find the house of these evil 
children. 


There was a rumour that someone had got upon 
their roof and painted a very large and rude 
jester to encourage the bombers to drop an extra 
bomb on this house... 

I was more amazed by the fact that someone had 
access to that volume of paint... 
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We had first met 
Commissar Truquiz in 
Warsaw on our get-to- 
know-you, marketing 
campaign in late March 
1945...he was attached to 
General Nikolay 
Erastovich Berzarin's Staff 
Command...it was the 
middle of May 1945 that 
he first stumbled into the 
cafe to shake on our 
previously discussed 
partnership... 

Nice Chap...and so unlike 
them greedy, Nazi 
gangsters that his 
command was replacing 
and I am always so 
thankful that he was 
nowhere near as greedy... 
Shame that General 
Berzarin was purged 
about a month later. 
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Lola was Berlin Cafe's 
first staring act in early 
Summer 1945... 

And she truly was... 

Her mom had been a 
great star on the Cabaret 
Circuit before the war 
and Lola had learned her 
trade very well at a most 
young age...Nuff Said! 
Given our growing 
connections with an ever 
changing score of 
political tugs and our 
wise utilization of Herr 
Schmidt's just recently 
unemployed security 
force (don't ask...we 
didn't) we were able to 
keep Lola and the other 
gals (and extended 
families) safe in the flats 
above the club... 
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Went out site-seeing on a sunny day in June 1945... 
Things seem to be getting more-or-less back to the 
new normal... 

New rumours about all those Chicago and New Jersey 
Gangsters (the American Quartermaster Corp) were 
getting ready to hit the town's western districts... 
Thank goodness we had the backing of both 
Commissar Truquiz and Herr Schmidt's security crew 
on the payroll...more than once they routed those 
American Gangsters from muzzling in on the cafe's 
profitable business. 
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Even during the 
height of the 
massive bombing 
raids there were 
those who dared 
everything to 
continue their 
ofohaahaqhinagh=val mice) 
exercise and 
sports...out in the 
Park (the one near 
the city's zoo - 
remember it?) 
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mr me 3 “It had been a long dusty 
wo) road of random blood, the 
: lurking pranksters of old 
lady luck’s lackies or even, 
from the ever smiling 
embrace of an ever well 
fed death who could be 
seen bunking next to us in 
all of these empty winter 
trenches or out in the open 
ground forests that we 
have been passing ever so 
swiftly through since the 
Grand Army’s route at 
Kiev...” 
Or, so as Kurtz wrote in 
that rare letter that actually 
made it from whatever 
crossroad, front he was 
posted and that his mother 
( Mrs. Randel) always, so 
proudly read to the ladies 
at the Red Cross bunker in 
amongst our block’s burnt 
out flats and newly 
abandoned homes... 
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Helga came from a little farming town just 
due east of the port city of Danzig where her 
family had farmed for many of generations, 
her father was of true, traditional Prussian 
Stock and held much sway in the local 
politics of his farm community. 

Helga had a storybook upbringing that came 
with her family's status but as a only child; 
her father had duly trained her in the manly 
ways of running his ever increasing estates 
as she would someday inherit and own 
outright. 

The war had not really affected them in any 
way other than the sudden supply of cheap 
Polish Laborers that flooded the local market. 
To them this was a good thing and her father 
used this advantage to acquire more land... 
Late in 1943, her father had turned more 
quiet than ever before and was constantly 


“Lebsraum.... 1945 
HELGA 


listening to the news on his wireless radio, 
talked to passing soldiers that came through 
town and had taken on a rather strange title 
as the Chairman of the Local Defense League 
- though, this was wartime, so Helga never 
paid much attention to these distractions and 
the farm didn't run itself. 

Into the coming of 1944, most of the polish 
Laborers had disappeared...many taken 
away for labor brigades while others just 
disappeared into the forest at night. 

This became a concern as her father's lands 
had so expanded and now, there were no 
farm laborers to help out...it was becoming 
an ever increasing concern. 

Then, in mid 1944, Helga's dad up and sold 
the entire estate to the Muller Family without 
warning or any concern to Helga's thoughts 
on the matter. 
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Fach of Helga's questions and concerns were 
met with a cold, empty but, stern expression 
from her always before, jolly father. 

One day her life was set and the very next 
day without any forewarning. her entire 
family were on a train headed to a new town 
home in Berlin. 

I met Helga in 1945 as she had turned over 
her stately townhome over to the German 
Red Cross where she worked with Mrs. 
Randel, the Home Guard and the Polish 
Conscripts working with rescue and recovery 
after each bombing raid (she spoke fluent 
and not so proper Polish...her ability to out 
curse the conscripted created a deep bound 
between them and Helga,) 

Helga as I remember, she was down-to-earth, 
funny but, was a totally no nonsense person 
who had no time nor patience for anyone 
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wanting to waste her time... 

"Too much needs to get done!" 

This was always her constant refrain and almost 
spiritual powerful mantra. 

She never much talked of her family and in 
those days, one assumed that they had been lost 
and it was rather rude to inquire; so I never did. 
Most men fell deeply for this strong willed 
woman and I must admit that I was no different 
than the standard lot of hangers-on. 

After the Russians arrived, a brigade of Polish 
Conscripts used themselves as human shields 
while they escorted her and Mrs. Randel 
(actually most of the Red Cross Ladies who were 
willing to leave) to the safety of the approaching 
American Frontlines. 

Friends told me that she lives now in Mannheim 
with her cousin and holds a senior position with 
the German Red Cross while not tending her 
own urban garden. I miss her much these days! 
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The 11th SS Volunteer 
Panzergrenadier Division 
Nordland had settled in 
around the greater expanse 
of Treptower Park and the 
true unsung heroes of the 
battle were the Panzer 
Mechanics that cobbled the 
torn, tattered Panzers and 
got them back into the 
fight...without their 


dedication and fearless field repairs; the battle would 
have never lasted but a few days... 

These were stone cold crazies, fearless former Mercedes 
Autocar Mechanics (for a large part) and were in high 
demand by all of the occupying powers because of their 
massive skills... 

Herr "Frankie" P. actually went from the German Army 
into the active employment of our Russian Commanders 
without missing even a single paycheck. 

There were many skilled German Civil Servants that 
were rolled over like Frankie...as the Russians were 
always smart enough to not try to reinvent the wheel in 
their administration of the city...much the same as they 
did in Warsaw. 
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Emil 


“Wel is aan” 


+ Follow ‘ i g : Singapore 


About EMIL WEST 


Welcome to all fans (all five or so of 
you) of Emil's doddles and we hope 
you will enjoy this new catalog of 
Emil's available art. 

Emil had other ideas as to what the 
title should be and even though, they 
were clever and not without merit; 
Charles (WWWG's Financial Guru) won 
the final selection with the argument 


v Read more 
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HANGING WITH HUNTER AT THE MGM VEGAS Apr 4, 2020 
by Emil West, Emil West, Seine LaGone 


Pair, 


HANGING WITH HUNTER AT THE MGM VEGAS 
Early morning, crisp bite to the air, even at this hour; there are cars 
soaring down the strip...an occasional security quard acting all bad 


v Read more 


Trying to Find a Better Day!: THE WOMEN OF WARSAW 1949 mar 21, 2020 


by Emil West, Seine LaGone 


After a lifetime fraught with what seems to be an endless flash of great opportunities, offering the continual and daunting possibilities of success mixed (not stirred) with Emil’s 
consorted effort(s) to kick good fortune each time it came and even when it bites him on the bottom; with all this, one might start to challenge the sheer notion of the above 
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At the Edge of Emil’s World... Penang mar 10,2020 
by Emil West, Seine LaGone 
Penang $299 
peu: we ARE YOU ALL HERE??? 
Thank Goodness..with all the craziness going on and the frightful sights and video coming out of the plague’s hot zones..(Can | say this? Our legal teams is debating this at this 


very moment) 


"yw the Clee é te I Well. 
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Once there was a Day... "Yangon Folk Art from the 1800's" Feb 4, 2020 

by Emil West , Seine LaGone 

Like the lyrics of an ancient folk-era song and to paraphrase that brilliant song ever so badly; | ask @ question that has become a heated, angered discussion here at WWWG.. 
“Where have all you Emil Fans Gone?” 


According to our corporate accountant brain trust, Emil’s sales have dropped off the charts - not that they were ever qreat to start with and | am at a total lost as to what reason(s) 


v Read more 


OTAGINENBUTJI TEMPLE - Book 3: "THE TEMPLE OF A THOUSAND FACES" Jan 12, 2020 
OTAGINENBUT)I TEMPLE 
THE TTMAA OF A THOUSAND ACTS Book by Emil West , Seine LaGone 
$2.99 
SUNDAY AFTERNOON @ THE TEMPLE OF A 1000 FACES... 
| do keep coming back because of all the places here in Kyoto, only here is it possible to utilize the Temple's quietness and the peacefulness of all the surrounding forest to actually 
be alone with my thoughts 


v Read more 


Wat Praknam: Seems like Yesterday dec 19, 2019 
by Emil West , Seine LaGone 


$2.99 
TO ALL EMIL FANS..THANKS FOR YOUR SUPPORT! 
We deeply appreciate your continued devotion to helping us bring Emil’s work to the world and that for some unknown reason (we haven't figured it out) you seem to have 


adopted buying Emil’s books as your good deed: you must see it as building merit for your next life time 


v Read more 


“Lebsraum.... 1945 


i Liked ~ »\ Following v f@ Share 


Emil the artist is in George Town, Penang 
 April3 at 10:10PM-@ 


Busy night...well...like is there anything to do...other than my main 
entertainment venue of the Malaysian Home Shopping Network 
"Do you think that my butt would really be that much smoother???" 
OH MY!!! 

: ; Thank goodness that I no longer have access to the WWWG Credit Card or 
Emil the artist else, | would be ordering all day...one way to overcome social distancing! 
@Emil.the.artist Just sit and wait for the DHL Guy to deliver...they always seem so chatty! 
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Emil West is in Singapore 
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NEW PHOTOS ADDED... 
https:/Avww. flickr. com/photos/emilinsingapore/? 
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Check it out_..had to drop some videos and lost 2 million views but, it was 
worth it not to be extorned by rouge, music copyright FAKE claimers... 


VVYe are still at over 5 million views...even though it has been three years since 
the last video posted... 


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED 
1973 — 2043 CE 

FOR INFO CONTACT US @ 
fredgwestiS99@yahoo:com 


http://www.youtube.com/user/fredgwesti993g 
OVER 5 MILLION et Sees 


